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our table. We were introduced. His name was
quite ordinaiy. His looks his clothes his manner
showed nothing which, but for my friend's remarks
about him would have made me notice him any-
where. He sat down and made very casual obser-
vances on ordinary topics of conversation. He
was not very talkative and preferred to sip the
cognac he had ordered. I noticed my friend watch-
ing the expression on the model's face at which the
model showed signs of being self-conscious and
fingered his chin because he was nervous. When I
watched him with greater care I noticed a peculiar
gleam in his eye and a sneer on his face. It was a
sort of self-defence, his retort to the world. His
lower lip was rather more prominent and now and
again he looked down and grazed his tongue over it.
But that was all.
He did not stay very long.. He seemed in a hurry
to leave. He excused himself on the ground that he
had to get to work early. "Slaves of a system/' he
said, with a cynical expression on his face, and
smiled. When he had gone, I turned to a my friend
and asked him to explain the mystery. " No mys-
tery/' he replied/7 "a very ordinary specimen of a
sadist, without any refinement whatsoever. Didn't
you hear him say 'slaves of a system' ? JJ
" Sadist ? " I said, unbelievingly, "no, it's not
possible/*
But it was, and what made it more incredible